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The	Queen	of	Maledictions			If	you	want	a	piece	of	me,	you’ll	end		up	eternalized:		I’ll	thread	you	into	the	bind		of	my	chapbook,	distribute		your	ashes	on	sheets		until	they	fuse	into	the	page		like	pressed	flowers,		watch	as	your	remains		replace	the	lead	in	my	pencil.				I’ll	mourn	the	loss		of	your	virtue	(if	you	had		any);	you’ll	be	a	casualty		that	I	must	eulogize.		And	I	beg	you,	please	fuck	me		up.	Please	give	me	fuel,	please	say		something	moronic	I	can	put	in		italics	and	use	as	kindling.			You	may	think	you	walked	away		unscathed	but	in	my	poem	you’re	roasting.			Now	if	you’re	worried,		if	you’re	wondering	if	you’ve	fallen		victim,	just	know	that	it’s	a	checklist,	really.	What	have	you	made	me		question?	My	sanity?	My	humanity?	Then	you’re	entombed,	probably,	in	my	pages.			Disintegrate	all		but	exoskeleton	into	smoke		clouds	over	my	life,	yours		over	but	you	lit	the	match		&			with	my	urn		you	lie.			
 
 
 
	 5 
 
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
Let’s	Not	Pretend	
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Let’s	Not	Pretend		Aren’t	you	tired	of	counting	the	intervals	between	I	Love	You	in	the	kitchen	like	thunderclaps?		In	childbirth	my	bloodline’s		cup	runneth	over	but	yours	ran		dry	and	I,	I’m	sick	of	running--			sick	of	playing	house		with	inanimate	objects,		with	a	brother	in	need		of	maternal	care.		You	stutter	inconsequential		lullabies	by	which	to	say		goodnight,	but	do	not		tell	me	what	to	say,			don’t	ask	how	my	day	was	in		between	breathy	bites		of	Chicken-in-the-Crock-Pot.		Marry	my	lifeline		but	leave	me	be.			This	defiance	grew	on	me		somehow,	in	absence	of	green		thumb,	in	absence	of	light.			If	you	only	knew	how	many		times	our	hands	crafted	obscenities	behind		the	driver’s	seat.		Irony	is	borrowing	shoes		you	don’t	want	to	fill.		How	many	matching	Christmas	card		outfits	could	fuse	us	together?		How	many	attempts	to	break		my	cynicism	with	disapproving		scowls	across	the	table	before		
	 7 
I	conform	to	your	impression		of	proper	offspring?		You	cannot	white	me	out,	mother.		Your	glare	can	no	longer	melt	my	off-	the-shoulder	into	a	one	piece:			by	now	you’re	better	off		using	psychology	in	reverse.		And	when	people	tell	us	we	look	alike,		let’s	not	pretend.			
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Growing	Up		
	Prince	Philip	wouldn’t	have		 kissed		Sleeping	Beauty	if	she	had	bloody	lips		like	those.	I	was	told.		No	one	would.																																	 		 	 	 	 	 No	one	would	ever	love	me		like	I	saw	the	princes	love	the	princesses		in	Disney	movies	I	would	drown			 	 	 	 									myself	in,	with	my	self-collected,		dripping	inner	Ziploc	bag	of	ice.		
	And	thank	God		 we	were	Christians,		 	 	 	 	 					she’d	say,																																																																				because	the	poor	man	that	unzipped		my	wedding	dress	would	realize		 	 	 	 	 									he’s	stuck		
	 	 	 	 	 	 seeing	only	your	body	for	the	rest	of	his	life.		
																																											Stuck		trying	to	prove	myself			 	 	 	 	 	 worthy	of	love		despite	these	flaws		I	never	noticed	until	she	pointed			 	 	 	 	 					them	out.			
	Mother	means		 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 nothing			 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 			when	its	just	a	word		on	a	document	that	you	had	some	lawyers	scrawl			 	 	 	 	 some	signatures																																																															on	some	sheet	of	paper		 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 sealing	our	childhood			 	 We	used	to	keep	count	of	the	times	we	could	choke	out	I	love	you.	
																																														 	 	 	 	 	 	 Love		is	an	overwhelming	battle			 	 	 	 	 	 when	I’m	already	spending			 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 my	time	fighting.	I	fought	for	this	body	that	no	one	could	love.			 	 	 I	fought	for	my	brother			 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 to	never	learn	to	flinch	or	hesitate	when	someone	flexes,		when	someone	asks		
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him	about	his	strengths.		 	 	 I	fought	for	my	breath			 	 	 	 	 	 	 											and	I	fight	for	your	voice	that	lingers	to	GET	OUT			 but	still	it	circles	around	in	my	brain,			 	 	 	 				seeping	into	my	life,	unwelcomed.			
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Matriarch			They	were	never	allowed		to	be	children:	barren	was	gift		of	God	to	the	rest	of	us.			She	calls	me	in-law		but	I	prefer	blood,	I	preferred	my	own	but	she	was	taken.		Could	have	hired	a	nanny,		could	have	asked	for	my	help		if	truly	needed.	Desperation		as	simple	as	filling	bed	side,		he	introduced	the	latest		addition,	latest	compromise:		services	and	childcare.			Like	mashing	G9	for	chips		stuck	on	the	coils	of	a	vending		machine	and	forced	to	select		pretzels	as	substitute:	twisting		tastes,	settling	for	what	he	didn’t		want.		How	could	a	“mother”	think		of	anything	but	her	children?				I’ll	slip	hints	of	familial	connection		into	conversation,	I’ll	slip	up		and	say	Robyn	instead	of	April.			I’ve	seen	the	casts	she’s	molded		onto	their	arms,	I’ve	seen	my	grandson		avert	eye	contact	as	if	he	wasn’t		worth	a	second	thought.	Step		mother,	stepping	into	role		unwelcomed,	always	a	step	away,		condemned	already	by	name	alone.				Recall	from	high	school,	from	memory	the	sandwich	approach,	like	baloney:		like	It’s	nice	to	see	you	but	really,		
Let	the	kids	come	to	Georgia		
this	week	covered	in	bread	heel	of	you		
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deserve	a	day	to	yourself,	emphasis		on	corrective,	emphasis	on	preference		of	not	crossing	paths.				 																																										
	 12 
	
An	Application	for	Sainthood		It’s	lucky	that	you	grew	up		Catholic.	Canonization	isn’t	for		Protestants,	as	if	we	weren’t			already	reminded	daily		after	my	brother	and	I	refused		Confirmation.	At	the	altar			you	gave	our	father		your	hand—promised		to	bring	us	up	in	the	faith,	to	love			him	(his	children).	You	didn’t	raise	anyone		but	children	who	grew	up		thinking	they	were	consolation	prizes.			What	a	savior—no,	angel,	I	only	have	one	Savior—	you	were	for	taking	in	the	orphans.	Charity		like	that	deserved	the	highest	beatification.			And	how	you	won		your	prolonged	battle		with	(stage	zero)	breast	cancer,			miraculously	appearing		just	as	my	father	left,		the	diagnosis	that	summoned			an	honorable	man	back	in	your	services.		A	healing,			 	 	 convenient	 	whatever	you	call	it.			Every	place	we	broke	bread		when	you	didn’t	feel	like	making	dinner		knew	us	as	the	polite	kids,			to	which	you’d	halt	their	gushing		with	well	they	should	be,		
I	taught	them	manners.			You	completed	your	religious	duty:		each	sin	we	committed	corrected		with	(mis)quoted	verse.		
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	But	I	would	rather	burn	than	indulge	in	a	faith		that	calls	you	Blessed.				 																																									
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What	Makes	Me	Feel	Guilty			I	had	power	because	I	could	save	you,		even	though	your	drag-queen-long	lashes		blinked	back	(through)	tear	after	tear,		each	droplet	carrying	down	with	it		something	new,	something	leaving	you:		your	securities,	your	confidence,	that		deviously	winsome	pigmented	smile.			Perhaps	the	blows	I	wouldn’t	allow		you	to	take	gave	you	your	childhood.		You	were	a	voodoo	figure,	the	pins		that	permeated	your	flesh	gave	me		pain.	Each	torment	you	endured		was	a	blanket	inciting	my	kindling		to	smolder,	the	smoke	growing	to		be	your	shield	and	leave		your	demons	gasping	for	air.		
	Perhaps	my	stepping	in	made	you	weaker.		You	walked	the	hallways	alone.		When	Nick	from	earth	science		pushed	you	to	the	ground	on	our	fourth		grade	field	trip	to	Lake	Norman,		he	immediately	found	himself		taking	several	soggy	steps	back		up	the	dock	ladder	after	a	suggested	(forced)		swim	with	the	reeds	by	yours	truly.			Perhaps	I	should	have	given	you	the		option	to	stand	up	for	yourself.		Perhaps	I	couldn’t	wait	around	to	see	if	you	would	take	it.			Tagalong,	you	were	April’s	brother		not	Andrew.	You	brought	one	of	my		friends	to	prom.	You’ve	yet	to	taste	a	kiss.	I	became	your	savior	even	when	you		didn’t	need	rescuing	because	it	was	what		you	grew	up	accustomed	to.	Andrew,	if	I	stole	the	voice	from	your	lungs,	let	my	absence	pump	your	organs	full	of	oxygen	again.				
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Dip	Spit			Slosh	it	around	in	your	mouth		until	you’re	seeing	swirls	of	reality		in	the	mirror	of	the	bathroom	we	share.		You	came	home	from	college	two	inches		taller	and	four	wider.	The	extra	skin		that	has	ballooned	around	your	chin		is	covered	in	unkempt	stubble,	now		bristle-length.	Joints	that	once	pumped		out	5k’s	(ten	if	you	were	feeling	cocky)		now	carry	sagging	beer	weight.	Miller	Lite		was	crutch	and	broken	ankle	that	pushed	you	past	threshold	of	social	insecurity.	We	were	told	that	we’d	be	the	ones	that	went	crazy		with	domestic	freedom,	independence.		Fraternal	twin,	fraternity	brother—	identity	in	brotherhood,	in	conformation		to	Yang,	in	finishing	a	case-race.		Creature	of	habit:	you	relied	once	on	rules		and	now	you’re	a	slave	to	a	twelve	pack—	six	won’t	help	you	forget		you’ve	submitted	to	a	new	master.		What’s	another	thirty	seconds		with	your	feet	above	your	head?		Since	fetus,	you	subscribed	to	observance,		imitation:	sister	does,	so	you	followed	suit:		nails	bitten,	food-filled	conversation,		sneaking	out,	your	first	sip.		You	joke	about	blackouts,	passing		out	on	couches	and	I	laugh	but	recall	the	night	you	made	me	stuff	pouch		after	pouch	between	my	teeth	and	lip		until	sickness	overcame	me—aversion		therapy,	as	warning:	you	didn’t	want	it		for	me,	for	yourself.	Abuse,	now,		in	substance	form:	these	new	suppressants		don’t	take	away	your	voice	like	before,		but	still,		gather	them	in	your	mouth	and	slosh	it	away	like	your	dip	spit.						
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Pretending			Ease	me	into	motherhood		with	slide	of	encrusted	ring	like	ordering	a	burger		and	receiving	it	Supersized.		Surplus	value	of	infertility		leaving	marks	on	my	finger,		forced	to	pretend	to	love	without		single	thread	of	double	helix.			To	win	a	heart	with	pretense,	with		promise	of	conformity,	suppressing		self	of	which	I	do	not	know.			Once	they	left	out		pictures	&	I	slammed	them	forward,	cracking	the	glass—I	swear		the	spirit,	the	striking	resemblance	escaped	through	the	fracture		and	like	delayed	reincarnation,	she	was		what	he	wanted,	and	I	realized,	never	stopped.			Remind	the	girl	and	the	boy		(the	miniature)	they	lie	beneath	you,		verify	place	before	she	develops	her	voice	and	it	is	loud	enough		for	my	husband	to	listen.	Or	better,	sign		their	lives	into	your	hands	and		they	will	owe	them	to	you.			Assume	authority		of	parental	said	so.			Too	young	for	permanent		memory,	too	old	for	branding		me	anything	other	than	new		
Mommy	as	I	watch	them		peer	behind	curtains		in	everlasting	game	of	Hide	and	Seek—		always	losing,	always	searching		for	predecessor	of	whom	I	am		replacement.			
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How	to	Survive																																						
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How	to	Survive			Write	nothing.				Cut	stanzas,	cut	razor	nicks,	cut	boring	conversations.			Deal	with	your	problems	via	means	of	reckless	driving.			Get	a	ticket--	switch	to	cruise	control.			Remember	that	your	high	school	youth	pastor	thought	cats	were	satanic.			Remember	that	you	grew	up	hating	cats.			Ask	yourself	why	you’re	choosing	to	define	the	unattainability	of	enough	with	trivial	responses.			Decide	to	kill	yourself	should	the	doctors	ever	prescribe	surgery.			Get	a	flu	shot.			Maybe	you’ll	prevent	surgery.			Maybe	you	won’t	have	to	kill	yourself.			Smoke	a	cigarette:	temporarily	forget	your	to-do	list	and	blow	a	long	drag	into	now-	murky	air.			Call	for	help	in	hidden	transcript.			Post	something	of	relevance	on	Facebook	so	people	know	you’re	breathing.			Remember	that	nobody	really	knows	what	they’re	doing.			Try	to	count	on	two	hands,	fingers	the	men	who	have	been	inside	you.		Double	it.			Can	you	even	remember?			Make	a	mental	note	to	stop	calling	it	fucking.			Write	it	on	a	notecard:	you	won’t	remember.			Treat	yourself—to	another	day,	a	cone	of	froyo.		
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	Sprinkle	sheets	of	copy	paper	yanked	from	the	printer	with	phrases	that	came	to	you	in	the		shower	and	you	figured	you	could	use,	eventually.		Plop	onto	cat-scratched	cushions	and	peruse	through	your	dated	stack	of	Cards	Against	Humanity—alone,	Jeopardy	illuminating	the	television	behind	the	coffee	table.			What	is	your	love	life?			What	is	Japanese	ritual	suicide	by	disembowelment?			Discredit	everything.			The	bills	seem	to	collect	themselves.			Frown	at	your	bi-monthly	paycheck.			Buy	six	pints	of	ice	cream	at	Kroger’s.			You’re	stocking	up.			Tell	stories	of	your	life	and	call	it	fiction.			Flip	your	Word-of-the-Day	desk	topper	forward.			Eat	dinner	early,	before	your	housemates’	clock-out	time,	&	retreat	to	your	room.			Lock	the	door	behind	you.			Complain	of	being	lonely.			Face	white	wine	caloric	surplus.			How	quickly	does	the	body	metabolize	alcohol?			Consider	handles.			Fuck	it.			Consider	alarm-awoken	hysteria.			Plague	yourself	with	bouts	of	insomnia,	occurring	sporadically	but	often	coinciding	with	mornings	on	which	sleep	is	needed	most.			Lay	in	bed	until	your	eyes	close	or	until	the	housemates	get	back	and	begin	their	nightly	microwave-slamming	routine,	whichever	comes	first.		
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The	Time	of	Our	Lives		1.		Of	finishing	beer	eggs,	of	counter		dancing,	of	skipping			the	line,	value	manifested	in	attention’s		guise.	I	wanted	to	call			upon	nightfall	like	it	was	my	own,		like	I	had	the	authority			to	tell	the	sun	to	rise	and	when	to	hide		beneath	the	landscape.			2.	Stories	fed,	swallowed	up		in	prepubescent	timelessness	and	regurgitated			as	memories;		striving	to	maintain	an	identity			that	was	given	and	demanded.		A	self-imposed	tug-of-war			burning	my	hands—	let	go.			3.		The	stolen	lighter	from	the	bedroom	of	the	boy		who	robbed	my	friend			of	her	chastity	clinked	against	lose		coins	in	the	front	pocket			of	my	leather	jacket	just	above	my	breast		and	we	walked	down	the	street,			hand	in	hand,	thinking	we	had	just	executed		proper	retribution.			4.	Here	we	labeled		notebooks	“comparative	statics”	and	instead	learned			that	the	difference	between	yes	and	no		
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was	fifty	shades	of	purple.				5.		If	church	can	be	separated	from	state,		can	I	too	file	it	away	in	a	drawer			and	pull	it	from	its	compartment	when	the	earth	has	shifted	on	its	axis	a	time	or	four?		
Amendment	57:	Separation	of	Church	and	College		
Allows	For	A	Justified	State	of	Multiple	Personality	(Disorder).		
	6.		How	many	maiden	beds	have	I	spoiled		in	the	peak	of	my	Saturday	night	stupor?			Like	habit	I’ll	rub	my	skin	exposed	from	absence	of	covenant	band.		
		I	was	only	going	to	sleep	with	my	spouse,			but	I’m	on	husband	number	25	by	now.			7.		Glory	stamps	red	on	the	backs	of	our	hands		and	one	day	this	confusion	will	be	our	desire.			8.	Longing	for	the	days	when	if	there	was	a	question,		the	answer	was	always			cookie	dough,	when	I	wasn’t	classified	by	numbers,	when	boys	acted	like	it	because	they	were.			And	how	many	times	is	the	straw	the	last		when	I’m	working			on	spinning	words	into	lines,	carefully	drawn	out		to	Rumples’	desire?			9.	Give	me	quiet	for	the	sake	of	thought,		give	me	thought	until	I	sift	through	to	my	own.			Unlearn	me	of	expectation.		Resolve	me	of	quarter-life	crisis.			
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ADHD			flick	prospects		goodbye,	kiss		corners		of	mouths		never	fully		never	satiate	gazes	divert		if	they	still		still	stumbling		falling		on	pebblestones		no	bricks			flickering		crosswalk		why	don’t		we	all	just		walk	through		grass		slap		the	bag		then		inbox	then		rifle		contacts	in	absence	of	immediate		response			patience		is	only		in	practice		of	yoga		fail	a	grade		of	completion		like	covering		the	floor		
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in	lava:	the	second		you’re	flat-	footed	it’s	over		call	it	indecision		call	me	deficient	don’t		call	me	past		eleven	ten	i’m	sleeping		pretending	to		checking			make	connections		plural		addicted		to	fleeting		unwarranted	changes		in	velocity		stuck		in	the	routine	of	breaking	it			no	restraint		unless		emotional			to	say	
affair		and	mean		of	the	brief		variety			overstep		into	crazy		saunter		&	get		forgotten			i’m	not	hungry		for	anything		
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but	attention		how	many		silhouettes		do	you	see	in	my	pupils		do	you	need	a	refill															 								 															
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Radiation			Ultraviolet		overcomes		the	coloration		of	my	skin		and	I	lay		as	bulbs		surround	me.		Internal		fan	circulating		oxygen		thoughts,		causal	effect		of	razor	bumps		reddening,		bug	bite		pronouncement;		out	of	my	skin		seeps	salt,	water.		Often	by	choice		we	select	poison.																									
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Acid		Love,	does	the	rancid	taste	on	the	back		of	your	teeth	linger?	Could	have	guessed		what	makes	your	stomach	stir.	Stir	more		of	your	uvula	as	it	begins	to	tolerate		the	invasion	of	fingertips,	invading	internal		cavity,	causing	them.	Blame	it	on	reflux,		it’s	reflex.	Esophageal	bubbles	like	the	soapy	ones		you	used	to	blow	from	wands	in	the	sandbox.		Once	you	heard	that	homeostasis	regulates		the	body.	Regularity	like	aggression	in	its	passive	form,	like	your	mother’s	husband’s		visits	to	your	bedroom.	Like	taking	the	placebo		once	a	month	rather	than	just	ignoring	it.	You	rely	on	the	consistency--you	pencil	lunches	into	your		planner	and	add	fifteen	minutes	for	reverse		
digestion.	Spurn	spontaneity.	Turn	to	authority		in	times	of	question	but	question	it	too	and	know		that	soon	you	can	go	home.	Shade	your	hair,		cover	the	recognizable.	Maybe	they	can	tell	you		what	to	do,	but	this?	This	falls	under	your	jurisdiction.				 																					
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Lucidity			You	remember	something	about	having	to	pinch	yourself—	beyond	St.	Patrick’s	day,	yes:		You	remember	it	validates	reality,	skin	squeezed	between	thumbs,		nails	digging,	discolored	affirmation	that			you	are	awake,	but	are	you	alive?	Did	last	night	happen		past	closed	eyelids?			There	is	a	world	in	which	images	that	haunt	you		 out	of	reach	play	out			without	being	tied	to	dock,	a	drift	into	cranial	inlet,		unmoored,	mourning	the	wake			ruined	for	boarders	by	fluid	dynamic	of	revving	engine.	Chicago			 waters	turn	green	and	you	are	not			just	colorblind.	I	have	seen	you	floating	there.	You	have	seen	inner		tubes	and	unreturned	kisses--			You	have	seen	what	you	have	thought	of	time	and	time	again			 and	made	it	unquestionable,		yet	there	you	lay,	comforter	pulled	to	half-opened	eyelids,	wondering			 why	your	skin	aches:			not	of	surface-reflectant	sunburn,	but	applied	pressure.																	
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Another	One	Bites	the	Dust…																																						
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Toxicity			Let’s	synch	our	wires		via	neural	mirroring:		mutual	stick	it	to	the	man		mentality,	mutual	love	of	hatred.	I	want	to	be	hypocrites		together,	I	want	to	crinkle		our	eyebrows,	noses,	to	roll	our	eyes	at	PDA		then	practice	it	later.			Bunsen	away	what	you	call		impurity	and	save	it		in	a	jar—tomorrow	we’ll	pull	out	the	ashes,	sprinkle	them	on		ourselves,	remind	each	other		of	reverse	reaction.			We’ll	fuck	each	other		dry,	until	we	need	to	change		sheets,	maybe	partners.		Let’s	dig	and	burrow	into	skin		and	become	irrational,	irate.		It’s	elemental	&	novice		but	we’ll	stabilize	when	we	fall		into	the	same	clouds		of	electrons	begging		to	fill	their	rings.	Periodically		we’ll	go	to	bed	angry		so	we’ll	have	something		to	talk	about	when	we	wake.		Dissolve	me	as	solvent,	let	me		saturate	you,	diffuse		into	and	coat	over		and	permeate	every		visceral	cry	of	foreign		agent	entry,	cellular	and	macroscopic	and		well	past	the	definition		of	quarks—pressurized		to	split	and	radiate.	Tell	me,	what	is	our	half		life?	We	fell	in	love	to	fill	
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in	the	silence—to	fill	in	the	space		between	us,	to	measure	the	interval	to	combustion.					 																																								
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They	Say	Wait			but	when	guarding	your	heart		comes	after	guarding	your	body--	and	time	seemed	to	fly	by		too	quickly	to	think	of	both--	restraint	falls	to	the	floor		in	company	with	stockings,	skirts		and	some	sort	of	semblance		of	hesitation.			They	say	wait:			wait	until	uncertainty	is	swept	away	by	the	broom	and	the	dustpan,		until	there	isn’t	a	question		in	your	mind	that	your	value		matches	that	of	the	crystallized	stones		that	settle	in	channels	lying	on	Queen	Victoria’s	collarbone;		secure	yourself	before	giving		yourself	away.			They	say,	wait—	but	you	told	me	you’d	been	waiting.	You	don’t	normally	do	this		but	the	finesse	of	your	fingers		reaching	toward	your	front	left	pocket,		strategically	tearing	away	plastic	with	one	hand	like	a	chef	cracks		an	eggshell	tells	me	otherwise.			They	say	wait	&	it’s	funny		how	dainty	“deflowering”	sounds	to	me	when	I’m	gathering		my	clothes.	How	is	it,	that	this	wilting		blossom	was	taken	from	the	ground		but	still	seems	soiled?		They	say	wait	to	have	sex	so	we	fucked.		We	fucked	and	I	left	and	I	walked	away		fragmented,	leaving	parts		of	myself	behind	like	the	pieces		left	on	an	opened	envelope.		
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Sleeping	With	the	Enemy			She	asked	me	if	I	hated	myself		and	I	think	I	must.	I	knew		his	shape,	knew	the	signs.		And	yet	there	I	ventured,		challenging	my	endurance.			 Unsusceptible	to	poison	ivy,	my	brother		and	I	designated	ourselves	official		kickball	retrievers,	chasing		the	class’s	amusement	into	the	woods	during	recess	each	time	it	cleared	the	fence.			
Next	time	this	happens	it	should	be	early		
so	I	can	go	home	as	if	you	know	I’m	prone		to	mistake,	to	lying	prone	as	a	host		harboring	you,	indulging	in	your	temporary		gratification.	Sir	Isaac	Newton’s	law	of	universal	gravity		subsists:	we	are	inverses	of	intensity	and	distance.		 No	broken	bones,	zero	filled	teeth,	unstitched		skin,	and	20/20	rabbit	senses	lie	between		the	both	of	us.	We	didn’t	need	superheroes.	We	were	invincible.	Across-a-lifetime-untouchability		warranted	the	leap	of	coincidence	to	attribution.			 	Tomorrow	I	shall	walk	to	campus		as	if	super	glue	seals	my	thighs,		I	will	scrub	every	inch	of	me	that	made		contact	with	you,	I	will	scold	myself	no	like	a	child		who	needs	to	be	reminded	that	dinner	comes	first.			But	still	I’m	jumping	into	a	pile	of	leaves		to	which	I	am	not	immune.		I	can	only	enter		the	woods	so	many	times	before	your	rancor	catches		me.	I’ll	feign	indifference,	ignore	what	you	know,	what	you	think	I	don’t:	I’ve	already	started	to	itch.									
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Reclamation	
	
Go	easy	on	me,		
	 I	said	with	my	thighs			 	 as	they	broke	apart		 with	wedge			 	 of	backside	of	palm		seeking	backside	of	body,			backside	of	me			 and	we	slide	back			 	 into	our	rhythm		 as	estranged	lovers			 	 			might	rediscover						the	continents	that	are			our	bodies	like	explorers			 						planting	their	flags		for	the	second	time.			 		 																								Pangaeal	separation,		 					then	reclamation	of	masses			to	prove	our	conquest	and	yet			we	are	careful		 to	be	free	from	care			 	 			free	from	habit			 	 	 		 	 	 and	still	we	fall																			into	them,	into	each	other,	into	these	sheets	because	they	are									familiar.		
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Sodom	and	Gomorrah			I	looked	back.			I	looked	back	and	I	didn’t	turn		to	salt,	for	salt	had	filled	my	wound		with	the	sediments	you	sprinkled		on	that	building,	the	tennis	courts,		your	old	seat	next	to	mine.		In	flames	went	the	city.			In	flames	your	body	burned,	plastering		the	retort	walls	with	the	cinders	of	your		tissue,	filling	a	jar	with	the	same	connective		joints	that	once	held	you	together,	held	me.																		
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Perpetuate		Yes,	he	likes	someone		to	take		care	of		when	care	takes	itself	upon	her	&	she		has	grown		to	like	it	roundabout	ways	of	distancing	we	are	stepping		stones		leading	across		a	dried	up	river		bed	where	we	lie		still	your	hands		staple	mine		to	the	right	side		of	the	bed,	still		streams	only		downward—	a	rock	splits		in	two		directions		the	water		that	once	ran	here																			
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Eskimo	Brothers		It’s	freezing	in	Antarctica.	I	haven’t	grown	wheels		in	the	arches	of	my	feet.		And	the	last	time	I	checked,		my	lactose-intolerance	prevented	my	veins		from	carrying	swirled	sugar	and	cream.		Switching	was	what	happened		when	my	brother	got	a	blue		Matchbox	car	and	I	got	a	red	one		in	our	Happy	Meals	and	a	test	drive		was	what	my	dad	did	at	the	dealership		when	he	finally	didn’t	need	to	worry		about	two	extra	car	seats	for	the	back.		
Michael	told	him	you	were	good.	You		could	get	samples	at	the	ice	cream	shoppe		when	the	option	between	birthday	cake		and	salted	caramel	left	you		indecisive	or	when	the	kiosk	vendor		at	the	mall	wanted	to	show	you	how	much	dead		skin	had	collected	in	absence		of	his	product.	I	wasn’t	the	grain	that	transferred	dirt		on	his	hands	to	water	in	the	sink	and	I	certainly		would	not	be	tried	out	for	his	own	curiosity.																					
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Commodity	Fetishism		
	You	want	A’s		on	all	of	your	Anatomy		labs	but	not	in	your	hands	
	
Buy	them	later		Or	my	favorite—	
I	like	it	from	behind	anyways		like	my	body	doesn’t	exist		for	me	to	live	in,	but	for	you		to	appraise	its	parts	like	a	chop	shop.			Tell	me,	which	segments		would	you	auction	off	and		which	to	the	junk	yard?			And	when	you’re	done		dismantling	me,	create	me		in	the	image	of	You:			mold	me	to	fit		your	every	fantasy,	help		me	learn	to	be	a	bird		a	parrot	an	empty	brain		that	speaks	to	your	validations	that	doesn’t	speak	unless	prompted.				Squeeze	the	life	from	me		like	the	last	little	bit	of	toothpaste		from	the	tube,	spread			thinly	across	your	bristles	as	long	as	I	“do	the	job”	for	now		you	can	grab	a	new	tube	later.			I	might	look	tired		but	it’s	because	you’ve	worn	me		out	like	your	bathroom	rug.			Find	whatever	metonymy		of	me	you’d	like	on	sale		at	your	local	farmer’s	market.		
	 38 
	And	out	of	all,	I	was	the	shiniest		box	on	the	product	shelf,	I	was	the	one		you	took	home	and	saved	from	expiration.		Heed	my	warning,	my	label:		perishable	by	all	dates		after	the	first.			I	am	a	history	test	that	you	didn’t	study		for,	an	ADHD	exam	that	you	bullshitted	for	a	prescription.			And	when	you	look	in	the	mirror,		do	you	see	a	whole	person,	or	shards?																															
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Wilmington		We	let		the	melanin	in	our	skin		bubble	and	silently		we	wait			for	the	toxins		to	overcome		us,	to	break			out		of	our	encasements,		to	shout,			
we’ve	had	enough.		A	tired	game		we	play--			.5mm	BIC		number	two		scrawls	lead			thoughts		trapped	in		a	notebook			to	be	strung	shut		with	a	strap	of	leather,		closed	lips.			At	night	we	let		our	limbs		speak			what		our	mouths		wouldn’t.			For	what		did	we	avoid		the	end?		
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	Fear		of	the	same			with	a	different		body,	a	different	story,	the	next	ghost.																																									
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Subordination		He	leaves	his	handprint	on	her		backside,	marking	his	territory.		His	nails	dig	into	her	skin		and	beg	her	for	submission.		At	what	point	of	his	five	star		does	pleasure	seep	in?			Every	night	he	follows	her		to	bed,	whispers,	baby		and	her	body	is	the	altar		on	which	he	sacrifices		his	temper.	She	doesn’t	say	anything—	chalks	her	surprise	up	to	inexperience,		his	hand	around	her	neck	to	fetish.			It’s	written	on	her	mirror		in	Viva	La	Rogue	and	on	post-its		her	roommates	left	for	her,	covering	the	kitchen	counters	of	their	apartment.		They	leave	all	over	the	walls,	red	flags,		yet	the	only	red	she	sees	is	every	month		when	she’s	praising	God	she’s	bleeding.		This	reversal	of	command?	He	needs	it.		Needs	to	validate	dominance	as	man	that	was	absent	as	boy,	thinks	strength		manifests	in	touch	alone.			Where	has	her	voice	gone?		Soon	after	her	pillow	turns	black,		just	as	soon	as	she	is	ready		to	give	up,	he	reaches	his	arm		out	toward	her	again,	now	pulling	her	in,	pushing	her	thoughts	back.											
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Depletion	
	For	fuller	tendons	and	empty		character,	you	let	your	humanity		drip	away	like	droplets	of	sweat		rolling,	hitting	the	mat.	There	is	no		life	without	thoughts	of	blood		circulation	and	nitric	oxide,	that	girl’s		ass	–	must	squat	–	or	casein-filled		bedtime	snacks	supplementing	brawn.			Let’s	watch	the	Carbanaro	Effect		together…	let’s	laugh	at	something		besides	bad	form.	There	is	no	purpose		besides	mirrors,	percentages,		unobtainable	striations	that	meet		up	with	joints,	bones—everything		that	pushes	you.	Breathe	in			and	fill	your	muscle	fibers		with	oxygen,	breath	out		and	expel	anything	but			how	many	plates	you	just	stacked		on	the	barbell.	It’s	always	protein		powder	and	counting	calories,		never	skipping	training,	not	even			for	date	night.	The	week	mirrors		were	covered	for	Body	Image	Aware—	ness	you	didn’t	know	how	to	handle		yourself.													
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I’ve	Tried	To	Write	You	A	1,000	Poems	But	Could	Never	Get	Past	the	Title		If	You’re	Wondering	How	Your	Number	Wound	Up		in	My	Brother’s	Fraternity	Group	Message…		50	Shades	of	Done	With	Your	Ass		(Because	Commenting	“Hot”	Is	the	Best			Way	to	Flirt	With	Me).	Your	Actions	Are	Antithetical		to	Your	Words,	Why	Come	Up	With	a	Lie	that	Makes	You	Look	Worse?		You’re	the	Reason	I’m	Scared	to	Drink		With	My	Phone	In	My	Hand.	I’d	Write	You			A	Poem,	But	You	Only	Understand	References		To	Ron	Burgundy.		Giving	Me	A	Warning	Doesn’t	Make	It	Okay—	Even	Justin	Bieber	Understands	How	to	Apologize		&	If	That’s	All	You	Wanted	To	Say	You	Should		Have	Just	Kept	It	To	Yourself	.	You	Can’t			Measure	Love	With	Time.	I	Thought	Everyone	Knew		Common	Courtesy.	Are	You	Clueless?		You	Probably	Spent	Valentine’s	Day	With	Your	Mirror		and	Your	Blender	Bottle	(How	“Douchebag”			Became	More	Than	Just	a	Shower	Accessory).	Codename:	Hercules	(Because	I	Can’t	Even	Call	You	My	Ex).		There’s	a	Difference	Between	Recovering	and	Surviving--	Was	It	Drifting	Apart	Or	Being	Pushed	Away?		A	Malediction	to	the	One	I	Could	Never	Hate;		To	the	Week	My	Computer,	My	Heat,	and	My	Heart	Broke.			The	Girl	You	Brag	About	But	Don’t	Acknowledge:		An	Autobiography,	It’s	A	Game	I’d	Rather	Just	Lose.		Climbing	the	Stairmaster	on	Level	15	For	45	Minutes		Is	Less	Exhausting	Than	You,	You	Can’t	Just	Stop	Running.			Go	Ahead	and	Add	“Entitled”	To	Your	Resume…	
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Do	You	Even	Know	What	You	Want?			Is	It	With	Guilt	or	With	Pity	When	You	Look	Up	At	Me?	When	Inner	Ear	Headphones	Helped	Me	Avoid	You	Yet	Again.																																											
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Phantom	Pains		Yawn	to	me	in	the	morning	and	I’ll	pretend	like	it’s	goodnight;	with	your	left	hand,	wipe		the	film	from	your	eyes,	like	phantom	pains,			I’m	looking	outside	my	window,	at	the	sky—	at	the	stars	you	can’t	see.	Your	morning	voice		grates	through	the	cell	tower,	into	my	ear—	I	lay	and	listen	as	crickets	synchronize.			Tomorrow,	speak	to	me	as	I	mess	up	the	application		of	mascara,	not	waiting	for	sundials	and	meridians		to	tell	me	when	to	start	living.	What	does	it	mean			to	call	it	distance	when	our	lines	are	no	longer	tied		to	land,	when	consciousness	is	streamed	in	seconds		across	the	display	lock	of	emanating	blue	light?		Upon	the	muffled	vibration	of	my	purse,	in	daylight		I’ll	excuse	myself	from	rattling	meeting,	mindset	flustered	in	scurry	to	talk	you	through	nightmares		interrupting	your	sleep,	my	day.	At	the	cost			of	disrupting	ultradian	rhythm	for	accessibility,		we	don’t	adhere	to	time	at	all:	we	live	across	all		of	it.	You’re	living	in	the	day	I’ll	be	waking	up	to,		and	I?	I’m	in	the	night	you	left	behind.																			
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Toxicity			Let’s	synch	our	wires		via	neural	mirroring:		mutual	stick	it	to	the	man		mentality,	mutual	love	of	hatred.	I	want	to	be	hypocrites		together,	I	want	to	crinkle		our	eyebrows,	noses,	to	roll	our	eyes	at	PDA		then	practice	it	later.			Bunsen	away	what	you	call		impurity	and	save	it		in	a	jar—tomorrow	we’ll	pull	out	the	ashes,	sprinkle	them	on		ourselves,	remind	each	other		of	reverse	reaction.			We’ll	fuck	each	other		dry,	until	we	need	to	change		sheets,	maybe	partners.		Let’s	dig	and	burrow	into	skin		and	become	irrational,	irate.		It’s	elemental	&	novice		but	we’ll	stabilize	when	we	fall		into	the	same	clouds		of	electrons	begging		to	fill	their	rings.	Periodically		we’ll	go	to	bed	angry		so	we’ll	have	something		to	talk	about	when	we	wake.		Dissolve	me	as	solvent,	let	me		saturate	you,	diffuse		into	and	coat	over		and	permeate	every		visceral	cry	of	foreign		agent	entry,	cellular	and	macroscopic	and		well	past	the	definition		of	quarks—pressurized		to	split	and	radiate.	Tell	me,	what	is	our	half		life?	We	fell	in	love	to	fill	
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in	the	silence—to	fill	in	the	space		between	us,	to	measure	the	interval	to	combustion.			
